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The Latest Adventures of the Wonderful Cleek ::

(Copynght, 195

swept an uncompleted missive

to ~Miss Gumyard into his

pocket and hurried off to his master's |

den there, a hali minute later, to find
Cleek <o deeply engrossed in 2 <ix
months' old copy of a Chinese pe-
riodical that he did not hear him until
he was actually in the room

“Well, my beloved Mercury, what
important message from Jove have
vou flown in to deliver? said Cleek
with a laugh, as he looked up to find
him at his elbow. “You lwok as if
yvou'd had a shock from the way yvou
are staring. old chap.”

"My word, sir, so [ have!” replied

Dollops, with a look of amazement;

and awe. “You don't mean to say,
do you, sir, that ir's a newspaper—
like the rest®”

“Oh, wves,” replied Cleek., with a

kindly smile.

only vou read it downward instead
of crossways, as vou do other news-
papers. Here, for instance, ook at

thic line. Here 15 the account of a

I,house when retusrning after a
DleLOPS hung up the receiver, | vears absence to the wife he loved

‘than the tortyre and persecution of

“It's a3 newspaper my,
lad and a very interesting one at that; !

]
two

{and the child he had never seen, and
!from that point it passes on to a mys-
| terious visitant who, unseen-and un-
| known, commits wanton and cruel
depredations in the neighberhodd,
without other aim or purpose so far
'as any human intellect can fathom,

Ithe vanished man's family and con-
| nections. At one time visiting the;
humble home of his poor old mother
and ruthlessly slaying the poultry by
which she gains her living, and slay-
ing it not to satisfy hunger or for any
justrifiable reason, Mr. Cleek, but
from sheer, wanton cruelty and spite-
fulness. for thevy &ll were hacked
| open, disemboweled and their mangled
bodies leit lying on the ground, and
at another time traveling a distance
af mere than a mile for the malicious
purpose of wvisiting the home of the
vanished man himseli, committing
other depredations there and leaving
behind little stone cubes painted a
brilliant scarlet and wrapped up in
fragments of cloth which the dis-

When Mrs. Lasswade ran over to his
mother’s place to show her the let-
ter and to tell her the news, naturally
the old lady was so excited she did
not know whether she was standing
on her head or her feet, and nothing
would do her but that she must go
back with her daughter-in-law and ge
there to greet David when he arrived.
That was before sunset, Mr. Cleck
Her little flock of ducks, fowls and
geese was still wandering -about the
inclosure where she keeps it and she
was so excited she forgot to drive

great art sale, and hese, in this line,

the report of a dar; bbery and| PEIDR -
ue Tep e e Inlﬁsnnz hushand.

the theft of a thing more valuable
than life itself to the members of
the great house of Fung Loo Chang
and the subsequent arrest and decap-
itation of the robber, one Li Ah
Swong, whose body was afterward
dismembered and thrown to the swine
by order of the emperor himseli. But
tell me something: Didn"t 1 hear the
telephone ring a few moments ago?
Surely it iz time that Mr. Narkom
rang up this morning—a glorious day
like this when 1t's a crime to keep a
man cooped up indoors.”

“Yes, sir—he did ring up; that was
his call you heard, gov'ner. He told
me to tell vou that there was nothing
extra special on the cards for today,
and that vou were free to nmip off to
Sussex and see all them wonderful
lanes full of wild roses vou was a-
speakin’ of wantin’ to get a peep at
tf only vou'd send him word
where a messenger could find vou in
case anything did turn up later. Wot
am I to tell him, sir?”

“Tell him?” Cleek was on his feet
mmstantlv, his paper thrown aside, his
whole face alight, all things but those
rose-fillgd Sussex lanes banished from
his mund, and the enthusiasm of the
harn nature lover swaying him en-
tirelv, “Tell him the Rising Sun inn
over on the other side of Horsted
Kevnes,” he said. “Cut along and de-
liver the message at once, and then—
stop a moment, yvou flyaway voung
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monkev—then get intn your tramping|

hoots and vour Norfolk smit, mv lad,
and we will be off together for a day
in the woods and the fields, with the
bronks and the trees and the birds
and the flowers and the glories of the
world just as God made it, ald chap.
OFf with vou new while I look up a
train. That's all. Cut along.”

The bov “cut along” forthwith and
he made such good haste that the
age was dispatched to Mr. Nar-
: the change in his apparel made
and he at the foot of the stairs 2 good
five minutes before Cleek himseli was
I'(.h'!\'.

“Brava'! Beat me at my own game,
have vou, vou voung beggar®' he
laughed when he descended and found
there. “Now, then, nip ont and
hail 2 taxi while 1 lock up There's

him

tracted wife is able to identify as

being cut from the clothing of her|them into their roosting quarters and

pen them up for the night; in fact, she
never even thought of them until she
returned, broken hearted, at twelve
o'clock at night. When she did think
of them and went out to pen them up
she found fourteen ducks, three hens

and nine geese lying dead on the

“H'm, I see. A peculiar case and—
interesting. Suppose vou begin at the
beginning, Mr. Mollison, and tell me
all about it.”

“Well, to speak the truth, Mr.
Cleek, there is very little more than
vou have heard to tell save that the
man's name is David Lasswade, he is
about thirty vears of age and up to
the time of his marriage, three years
ago this coming September, he lived,
when not at sea, with his aged
mother, whose sole surviving son he
was, her other having died and left
her with an orphan son of kis own,
a bov of about nine vears eld and
named, like his father, Owen. As |
have said, three wvears ago this com-
ing September, this David was mar-
ried to a girl he Had long loved, one
Maggie Empley, an orphan who own-
ed a little cottage and an acre or so
of ground about a mile distant from
his mother’s modest little establish-
ment. Maggie had never liked the idea
of his calling; had, indeed, always
hated the sea and the dangers of 1t,
and after marriage this hatred so grew
that she instilled a little of it into him
and he finally promised her that he
would make his next voyage his last
one and would do his best to get
comething to do ashore in future—
though Heaven knows what it would
be or how they would get along.

“However, David gave his promise
ind sailed away on that last long voy-
ige (which was to last upward of fif-
teen months and ended in  keeping
them apart for twenty-four, as you
shall presently hear, Mr. Cleek) and
in these he told her that he was sav-
ing all his money so as to have some-
thing to set himself up with when he
came back; and she, on Rer part,
wrote and told him when their lintle
con was born and what a bonny lit-
tle chap he was, and spoke lovingly
of what haopy times they all would
have when daddy came back to them
both never to go away again. Well,
things went on in that way for a long,
long time, Mr. Cleek: then all of a
sudden came the news of the utter
lnss of the Albatross, David's ship,
off the Chinese coast, and for months
after that che heard no word from

i train leaving Kensington at ten-six-
tren and we've simply got to catch i,
my lad.”

They did and were at Horsted |
Krvnes at twelve-thirty to the tick
Siriking ont at once into the pleasant

vintry lands bevond. they walked tn]
h znad purpose that a'clock
wandering through leaiv!
lanes and skirting hird-haunted woods|
on their wav ta the crossroads where,
Vismg Sun s located

at was how 1t came to pass

One

tound them

thar when, 4t ten munutes past .
the Rev. Mr. Mollison, curate of &
Tldred’s, came driving up in the
vicar’s ancient trap to scek them, he
fre I them there appeasing the de-
nands of healthy appetites at a most
unhealthy rate of speed

“My dear Mr. -Cleek, allow me tn)
intraduce mvself,” he said as he push-|

ed open the d r and walked in upon
them. 1 am the curate of St El
red’s and r name 15 Maollison. Yoau |
wander, perhans, why [ have intruded !
and how I know ven when we have
never met before®”

"Well, the latter circumstafce 15 a
trifle bewildering, Mr. Mollison, 1,

must admit

countenance was 5o famihar to the!
world at Targe” |

“Oh, 1t 1 nat thar—it is not ar all|
that. 1 zhould neot have gained 'rh‘l
lightest hint ta vour identity had

vou been alone. But Mr. Narkom told |
me that vou would be here and that
you \.\'n'._-if‘I have a rn'mpdni(‘\\'l--al
voung man with very long legs, very|
red hair and an extremely large quan-
tity of freckles”

“Well, blow hiz  hlezsed checki”™
hlurted oot Dollops indignantly. |
“*On's he chuckin® mod ar when it
romes to lanks—a moon-faced sos-
sidge like  Galid

Here Cleek’s hand touched his

cleeve and silenced him, and Cleek’s
voice interposed.

“Mr. Narkom?" he repeated, with|
a sigh of patient resignation and an|
inquiring look.

“Mv dear sir, vou are in error. It
15 not Mr. Narkom whe wants von;
itis I. I. my dear Mr. Cleek—in the
interest of a most unhappy wWMman
who is so circumstanced that she can-l

not pav a farthing for vour gervices.
I mentioned that fact to Mr. Narkom
when 1 called him up over the tele-
phone and asked him if, out of sheer
humanity he could not send some one
here to investigate a bafling and most
heart-rending mystery and so save a/|
distracted wife from going out of her|
senses, and after [ had told the facts
of the case—But need 1 proceed, sir?
Is not the fact that I am here sufh-
cient proof of what he told me, Mr.
Cleek:"

“l am at your service, Mr. MoHi-
son. Now sit down, please, and tell|
me all about the case™

“It begins with the disappearance
—the utter and complete vanishme

brain was

out of his mind for many many
months, and the doctors had hesi-i
[tated to operate until his bodilyj

|
{ Now thev had operated and he was

| the hospital and to be up and about

I1t was the last she heard from him
tuntil Thursday of a week ago.

I was not aware that mv | 2t

nor of him and didn't know if she
was 2 widow or not. Then a letter
came to her to tell her that ke was
| 2z and to explain to her the rea-
son for his long silence. Not only
had he last all his kit and all his sav-
ings 1n the wreck, but he had been so
badly injnred on the head that his
affected and he had been

strength was sufficient to warrant it. |

coming on all right, and hoped in a
month or so to be discharged from

lanking for 2 ship in which he could
find a berth to work his way back to
England and her.

“It iz now over six months since
that letter was written, Mr. Cleek, and |

In
the meantime, all her new-found joy
was scattered ta the winds by hav-
inz the letter which she had written
i reply to his returned from the hos-
mital in China with word that the pa-|
tient had iong since been discharged | ™
cured and had gone they did not
know where, and she was all but in-
sane with grief and terror when that
nther lecter of which T have spoken
the letter of last Thursday week—
arrived and <ent her nearly daft with
jov. As well it might, Mr. Cleek, for
it was written and posted in England,
and tn it he told her that not only
was he in hiz native land again, but :
luck had turned for him and he had agjne—‘ : s
found something that womld sct‘f'hcm o 1"1‘;8;1'{3"0!‘15' my Stfﬂth“'eakﬂe_”-
up n the world for good and all—so | Mr. Mollison. Dont attach any im-
that we won't ever hgavc to worry m-l poratnce to my mental wanderings.
ta be parted again as long as we live,| Let us shelve the assassinated ducks,
was the way he phrased it—and e‘-nd- :f you Dlez-'::hand return to ‘onr nént-
ing by telling her to keep a close| tons—or, rather, to our scarlet cubes.
wateh ent for him as he wguid surely | Did they, too, begin to present them-
be home that evening and he hoped|selves to notice on that first night?
she'd have a stca‘k-ang-kigney ud- | Or did they m:_ke “}f;f I;E!"il appear-
ding for supper. for she knew how|ance at some time later?™ .
fond he was of it and he badn't tasted| *“Oh, later, Mr. Cleek—two nights
one since the dav he left her, nigh|later, in fact. Poor David's wife s
h:m'i vears ago. s g e not knlow gtth“’hath“a?: g:.enog t-ti.ll'ley
“You may guess what follo the |were place ere, but she foun em
receipt of r}'m:n;mer. Mr. Cleek. She | on the back doorstep when she got up
flew with the news to his mother, she|in the morning.”
sent his little nephew, Owen, down! “Tell me about them if vou can. 1
into the village to get the meat and |am deeply interested. You have seen
the kidney for that pudding. but—the | some of them, no doubt >”
man never came to eat it. That was| «\fore than seen, Mr. Cleek. I have
the last she ever heard from him. He|5ne of them on my person at this
vanished from that moment, and be-

! ; moment. } It belongs to the first set
vond the declaration of little Owen poor Mrs. Lasswade received. I have
e i 2 | i Iy Pocket - ver soce
man was on his way home across the 2:“;,:‘ ;i’.._:-f ¥ou Would ke to
fields, no }wipg being ias ever heard|  He fumbled in his waistcoat pocket
from oy o ’_}"‘“ snce, for a moment or two, then drew out

"H'm! Very interesting, very, Mr. | between his thumb and forefinger the

ground and |literally hacked to
| preces”

“] see! Pretty rough that on the

| old lady. Lose any more in the same
ayv since®”
“No. Not one, fortunately, for it
would have ruined her completely if
she had. It was all over and done
with that first night.”

“Hnr! Just so. Then that wonld
iargue that the—er—butcher, whoever
he may be, got what he wanted and
| had no reason to return.”

“*Got what he'— God bless my soul,
Mr. Cleg}:. vou surely don't im-

Mollison,"” said Cleek, puckering up his | cube in question and laid it upon
forehead and stroking his chin. “When k's outstretched palm.
did that fowl-killing performance be-| Tt was a curious little thing of

gin, may I ask? Immediately follow-

ing the man's vanishment or some lit- Ia_boutn‘:{s inch square, heavy for its

size, apparently made of some
substance which had been

—of a2 man within sight of his own

tle time later?”
“Almost immediately, Mr. Cleek.

poured into a mold and, on drying,

8,5,55,8,5,8 0008
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had set hard like ltone.‘ But, con-
trary to Cleek's expectations, it was
not . scarlet by any means. Instead,
it was of a peculiar drabbish-fawn
color, with not so much as a hint of
red about it.

“But I thought you told me the
cubes were scarlet,” began Cleck,
glancing up as the thing dropped on
to his palm, and he had need to say
no more, for Mr. Mollison, too, had
remarked the color of it and was star-
ing at it and scratching his ear per-
plexedly.

“God bless my soul! What a
strange, what an amazing, transfor-
mation!” he bleated helplessly.

“Oh, but there are others—there are
several others, Mr. Cleek. Mrs. Lass-
wade has eight or nine of them In the
exact state they were when left at
her door. If you will accept a seat in
the trap and allow me to drive you

L’_) nmiiil

and yvour companion over to her resi-
dence, sir *

“I shall be delighted, Mr. Mollison,
for to tell you the truth these cubes
interest me more than ever now that
1 have seen this sample of them. |
suppose you are aware of the fact
that this 12 one of those little sections
belonging to a toy known as a chtid's
box of building vricks, Mr Mollison”
Those little wedges and cubes and
rectangles made of cement and intend.
ed to amuse as weli as to instruct the
human small Iry In the art of erect-
ing arches, temples and houses in ac-
cording to accompanying designs, and to
be purchased a% any toy shop at prices
ranging from six pence to a guinea a
box. Take it and look at it. Now that
the scarlet paint is removed, ita true
character is perfectly obvious, my dear
sir.”

“God bless my s=oul! why, so It is'
A toy building brick and nothing more.
And now that you bring the matter to
my attention, Mr. Cleek, I reeall the
fact that several such boxes were dis-
tributed to the children of the parish
from our church tree at our last
Christmas celebration, sir, and 1 be-
Iie*—lndeed. 1 may say I am sure—
that one of them fell te the lot of
poor David Lasswade's little son. Oh'"
—becoming excited suddenly—"1 recall
more than that, now! I retall the fact
that his mothe:” told me she set him
out on the back doorstep with his toys
to amuse himself while she and hms
grandmother set about making that
steak-and-kidney pudding, Mr. Cleek,
and, as he fell asleep there an? ghe
carried him up an¥ put him to bed
it is quite possible that the toys were
jeft there and under the stress and
sorrow of after events were entirely

forgotten.” . 2

“Very likely,”” agreed Cleek. *“In
which case it will be fair to suppose
that the nocturnal visitant found them

pose they have since beem put to. 3
think we shall make no grave error, My,
Mollison, if we conelude that the cubes

[f.nd that other triflae—a wooden soldler,
a toy lamb, something of that sort—was
| aiso taken; and when ‘a thief in the
night* came down to the point of steal-
ing a baby's toys—H'm, vea, to be sure.”

““To be sure’ Mr. Cleek” To he sure
of what?"

"“That it is about time we started to
have a look &t those scarlet cubes which
still remain scarlet, Mr. Mollison." he
replied, as he pushed back his chalr and
rope.
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“That's the elder Mrs Lasawade's
house,” eald the curate, pointing with his
whip.

“Oh, fs it?" sald Cleck, looking over
at it with extreme interest, his quick
eye taking in the pond and the squashy
state of the earth, due 1o the under-
ground spring which fed 1t, the low wall
of the kitchen garden, ths wire netting
of the inclosure for the fowls, and the
close proximity of the dark, thick-crowd-
ing, gloomy-looking woods. *“Stop a min-

“Oh, please speak—do!” the woman implored.

ute, please—lets have a look at it And
then, scarcely waiting for the horse to
answer to the reins and come to a stand-
still. he put his hand on the side of the
vehicle, vaulted over the wheel and was
out in the road in a twinkling

After plunzing Into the woods and re-
maining Invisible for the fraction of a
minute Cleek emerzed suddenly fn a
calmer mood and. striking sut over the
marshy ground at a walking pace, re-
turned to the trap and climbed back into
it at once.

Mollison, and instructve.”” he sald, as he
struck a match and lit a cigarette, "Oup
friend, the duck-killer, hag altered his
tactics, but he will finish those unfor-

take them indoors™

“Dear me! You don't mean to say,
gir, that you think he contemplates re-
turning (o make a rtald upon them
again?"

“He has returned and made raids upon
them a good many times since that first
visit, Mr. Mollison, T assure you.”

“But, my dear Mr Cleek, surely you
are mistaken—surely vou are [ can
positively affirm that not a solitary bird

has been butchered since that first
night.””
“To be sure. He has gone off the

‘butfchery” tack now and he is starving
them to death. Old Mrs. Lasswade
feeds them of mashed potato mixed
with cornmeal, and they don't get the
third of it. The beggar's hungry and
he's stealing their food Also. he ia
desperate and he g Inventive. Desper-
ate, because he ventures out on his
ralds in the daylight. now—in the
early morning when the birds are fed;
and inventive hecause he steals the
food with a sort of scoop net made out
of old wire netting lined with a yel-
low-spotted. red cotton handkerchie?
and fastened by a leather bootlace to
the bent branch of & chestnut tree™

“My dear Mr Cleek! Why, how in

the name of all that is miraculous”—
“Nothing miraculous about It, Mr.
Mollison,” Interpos Cleak. "Now

drive on if you please, for 1 am deesp-
ly interested in meeting David Lase-
wade's wife just as soon as It is pos-
sible to do so." {

It was possible to do so inside of the
next fifteen minutes as he found, when

“A very (nteresting old place that, Mr |

Ithe trap haltea st afother lonely
house standing a mile distant from
the one they had left

She was a buxom woman this Mag-
| Ble Lasswnade, and despite the fact that
| her eyes were red with weeping and
| ber countenance had a @reary expres-
18ion, born of her present unhappy
| position, Cleek decided that David
: Lasswade was a lucky chap to have
»on her.

“Ah, sir, it's good and kind of you

to do it, and I hope God will bless
you for It ehe said gratefully, when
Mr. Mollison explained. “If you can

trace him, sir; if by God's help vou
can find him and bring him back to!

“I think I can, my poor girl. In-
wdeed, I may say I am sure T cap.” said!
Cleek. “And it wouldn't surprise me in/
the least if T were able to do so this
very afternoon™

“Oh, sir' Oh, sir!”.she broke out with!
a little gust of happy tears “If only|
1 could see him again' There'd be |
peace and plenty, too, and we'd Mverl
have to worry over money
any more. For luck's come our way
at last, bless God, and I could sell the
house at thsa fine profit tha foreign
gentleman and his brother have offer-
ed for it, sir. and we could have an-
othar and money in the bank as well"

“Forelgn gentleman’™ repeated
Cleek, looking around the piace and
wondéring what sort of forelgn gen-
tleman it could be who was anxious
to live on a dreary waste and in a|
cheap little house like this: and, what
was more, pay a fancy price for that
doubtful privilege *“Jusr a moment, if
you pleass, Mra. Lasswade. What sort
of a forelgn gentieman—French, Ger-
man. Italian, or what?"

“T don't know for certain, =ir, but
from the appearance of him and his|
brother I should think thay were
either Jape or Chinesge "™

“Did they glve you any reason for
wanting to buy?

“Yes, sir. The elder said that htsl
brother was (Il and wanted to be
where it was quiet and had taken a|
fancy to the place and he was willing |
to pay & good price to humer him.;
But 1 wouldn't sell, sir—I wouldn't/
dream of selling until Dave came
back. He'd never know where to find
me, perhaps, if I went from the old
place. But they won't take no for an
answear, those foreign gentlemen, They
came first on the day after Dave dia-
appeared and they've kept on coming
every day since and offering me more
and more money each time:"”

“Well. I'm biessed. But for the
present [ have other fish to fry. 1 am
extremely Interested in seelng one of
those scarlet cubes, which Mr. Molli-
son tells me you received so myster-
lously, 2ud if you have one hanmdy—"

“I have them "all!" sha interjected, |
turning to a tin box standing on the |
table and emptyving Its contents out
befors him. “Look! See! Here they
are, sir. Eight of them have come,
sir—one for every.day since my Dave
disappeared!”

The instant they rollad out on the
little table and lay before him glow-
ing with a coating of red so wvivid|
that it put all other reds to shame in !
conirast. a curious excitement came
upon Cleek and he almost sprang

|
|

the things in his eagerness to getl)
hold of one.
“By Jupiter, vermillion — genuine |

Chinese vermillion!” he exclaimed as|
he bore it to the light and examined |
the thick coating of paint smeared |
over the surface of it. “The real|
stuft’ ‘The simon pure Fung Loo
Chang vermil—"And then he stopped
and flung back his head with the|
twitching emphatic movement Dollops
knew and underwood =m0 well and |
rapped out a short staccate laugh. I

“Gov'ner!” exclaimed the excited |
boy. “Gov'ner, you—you've found it
jout, sir? You know™

“Yer." he gave back. “T know' Lend|
me your horse and trap, Mr Mollison. |
Stop here—all of you—wait half an hour|
for ma and you all shall know—why the |
man vanished, why the ducks were kiil-'
ed. why the cubes were scarlet—everv-
thing'* i

Then he screwed round on his hee] and
rushed out of the house, jumped into the
waiting trap. and as the curate and Mrs
Lasswade ran to the door and looked
after him he was driving off over the
waste in the dirfction of that other lonely
housa as fast as the horse could fiv.

Upon reaching that lonely house hes
fjumped out of the trap, raced across the |
marshy land and past the low wall to
the horders of the wood bevond., and,
plunging into the gloom and stillness of
of that. forged through the tangles of
vines and undergrowth and pressed on-
|ward, crying aloud: “Lasswade, come out |
|of it—come out of it. vou silly jnckass'
!1T know about the beryl and why the |
ducks were killed, and I'm a friend |
Come out of it, man; come out The
chinks are here: but I'll show you how
to make a comfortable little fortune out |
of them: for Maggie and the child if vou
| will on.y come out and show wourself
| tke a man. instead of clinging to a thing
that may be the death of vou and hiding
away somewhere like a silly ass’'"™

It was ¢ o'clock when Cleek returned
and walked back Into the little room
where they still walted, bringing with
| him the cheeriest of news. |

““0Oh, please speak—do!” the woman im- |
plored. reaching out her hands to him as
'Ihe anterad. |
“l1 have found out everything, Mrs |
| Lasswade,” he replied, “and you are go-|
|IAg to be the happiest woman in Eng- |
land before this day iz owver. Thers, |

there, there' my dear, good girl, don't!
| his mother's waiting for vou, and as you
cannot possibly go to him until every-|
thing is cut and dried hera and quite safe |
for the man to show his' face In the
neighborhood, the more von deay mat- |
ters now the longer that happy period
will bs deferred. Now, then, wa will get!
to business. We ghan't have any too
much time. for I fanex 1 caught sight of |
Your two Chinese visitors coming across
| the waste as I drove back and %ie must |
{have everything ready for theai when
| they arrive. |
“Yo§ are going to sell this house and |
everything in it to them for the sum of |
£1,000 cash down., Mrs Lasswade. and if |
'they haven't that much money with them |
|—=which 1T am pretty sura they have—
you've got to give them time to nip ofr |
and get It to close the bargain and to
enter into possession at once. Oh. no, |
¥ou mustn’t hope to remove a single ar- |
ticie. They expect to get everything in
it, including this, Mrs, Lasswa.2"—open-
ing his hand and exposing to vie.s g flash-
ing stone of a greenish hue and about |
the size of & thrush's egg—"and to be
certain that they do get it, let us drop
it in this little box here, which once held
the scarlet cubes. Not a very ftting
casket for so cholce a gem, to be sure:
but as it reposed for some five or six |
hours In the interior of a duck, It Is used |
lo stra..ge resting placea of Iate. What
is that, Mr. Mollison?

precious stones in all the world, to be
precise; for there is éngraved upon it a
thing useless and unintelligible by itseif,
but when folned to that which In en-
graved In part upon each of the six

others that go to make up the set, Pic-
ords a secret which was old and was s:fll
a secret when the dawn of Christianty
was beginningz.

“Among the arts and crafts of (he
world, Mr. Mollison, two—born in .he
East, both of them—have defled all the
efforts of Western civiliization to master,
and their secret remains a secret still to
all lands but those of their origin. One
of those arts is the Turkish sacret of in-
laying gold upon stesl: the other i ths
manufacture of Chinesa vermillop. Foaor
thousands of years the secrst fu muia
for the preparation of that magn fAcent
color, engraved upon the surface ofr seven
green beryis. has been handed down from
father to son of the great house of Fune
Loo Chung, and T wag not aware unti} |
r=ad an account this morning In an oid
Chinese paper that any eva but one be-
longing to that race had ever looked upon
thogs sacred and jealousiv-guarded barvis
In that paper. howevar, [ read that a
treacherous offshoot of the riace—one Li
Ah Sworg—probing the secrst of their
whereabouts. had got at them. stoien

troubles lthem. And run off with them—oaly. how-

ever, 1o be caught red-handed and to
suffer a violent death for his treschery.
But, according to the report. when the
bervls, which were recovered from him
apdhfmk-n back to their repository, came
to counted it was discover
T ered that one
“Shall I tell vou what hecame of It, my
friend” An English sallor. recently dis-
charged from the hospital and unable to
read or write, picked it up In the street
within & foot ar twn of the spot wheta
Li Ah Swong was caught and setsed, and
with it a tube of vermillion., and put the
lot in his pocket, not knowing Ms value
nor that the natives whose tongue ha did
not understand, pald by the owners of it.

| were Inquiring for it evervwhare That

sallor was David Lasswade' Tt was
within an hour of his sailing that he
learned the slizhtest thing regarding the
vilue of the stone he had pleked up five
or six nights before The knowledge
came 1o him then by inadvertently pro-
ducing the stone in the presemus of a
felliw-seaman — an  Urasian — who had
signed on for the game ship whh him,
and the instant the man saw i he recog-
nized it. told him jts history, I‘ immensa
value, the vast reward that could ba gor
for it if cautiui were used, the certainty

jof a violent death if it were found upon

him. and Instant!y laid claim to & half
share in it, under penalty of betraying
its finder to the Chinese if ha were re-
fused. Lasswade did refuse. Like the
#illy tellow he was. he balieved that once
on English soll he need not fear asssas-
sing, whether Chinese or not. and that
he could then sell the stone for a good
price to some one who would attend to
the matter of negotiating for the return
of it to the house of Fung Loo Chang
and go carry a niece little sum home to
his wife and chlld. The ship salled an
the Traslan with i#t, but that night he
dropped over the side and swam ashore
and betrayed his mate as he had said he
would, for the sake of the reward his
treachery brought him. Evidently the
cable cam# into play and azents in Eng-
Iand of the Fung Loo Chang were set on
the watch for Lasswade, for when the
roor chap arrived in his native land and
hired & man In a public nouss to ‘write
that letter to his wife, tslling her that
he was on his way home to Rer with
something valuable which he had pleked

| up. he firet became aware that Chinamen

were after him and that his positiea was
one of danger

“In & panic, he got away from the
place, eluding them adroitly, and started
on his way home, belleving that he had
tlipped them entirely, and it was not un.
til he was coming across the fialds near
his mother's houss—where he met and
fpoke to the boy Owen—that he was un-
deceived. For of a sudden, after the boy
had passed on and left him and he was
within fifty yards of his mother's house,
two Chinamen started up from behind
2 knoll on the waste and made toward
him. Whether they meant violence or
their object was to deal with him for
the return of the stons we shall never
know: but to him their appearance hers
meant nothing but violence, and In a
panic he turned tail and ran with all the
spesd he was capable of One thoughs
alone was in his mind, that, come what
might, they shouldn't gst the stone even
if they killed him, and. with a wild
hope that his mother might find it. as he
passed that fowl inclosure, he took the
beryl from his pocket and cast it over
the wall. dimly conscious of all the fowls
rurhing to one spot as it fell

“Well, the Chinese didn't catch him,
Mr. Mollison. He got into the woods and
made for a sort of cave he'd dug out
there when he was a boy, and they
ran past him and never discovered his
hiding place from that hour to this. They
missed him and after a time, when it
became dark and he thought of the
beryl iyving out there in the fowl yard.
all unguarded when It might as well be
gafe In the woods with him, he crept out
and went hack to get it, he couldn't find
a trace of it anrwhere, and it was not
until he remembered that wild scamper
of the fowls when he flung it into their
nitdst that an idea of what might pos-
gibly have become of it entered his mind.
and set him running amuck. as it were,
among the unfortunats birds. As I sur-
mised, he flew At the hens first and kill-
ed three of them before he remembered
that they were less likely to have snap-
red up the stone and swallowed it than
wera the voracious and more stupid
ducks and geese, and he went slavinzg
and disemboweling them right and left
until he came upon the one In whosa crop
the rtone lay, and his bioodthirsty search
was ended

“The resat is very soon told, for you

tunate birds vet If the old lady doesn't|faint whatever you do. Dave is over at €20 Imagine that from that hour he

dwelt In his cave retreat.in the woods
and life was a life of mental torture,
He dared not risk visiting his wife
or his mother for fear of thoss Chi-
nese geotting 8 hint that the women
of both houses were related to him
and possibly revenging themselvea
upon him by some savage act toward
them, yet he ached to let them know
that he was alive and safe, and could
not because he was unable to write a
word to convey the intelligence to
them. It was in this dilemma that he
hit upon the idea of the searlet cubes
In a sneaking pilgrimage to his own
house under cover of the night, he had
seen those little bullding bdbricks lving
on the doorstep just whersa the child
had left them, and they put the idea
into his head. In the belief that. with
the Chinese in the nelighborhood, the
story of the beryl must surely have
got out and perhaps come to the ears
of his wife, he smeared the eyhes with
the vormillion as a sign that he still
had the stone, and he added cuts from
his clothing that she might know it
was he who placed the things where
she found them. and It never for a
moment ocefrred to him that in doing
this he was giving her any cause for
alarm or that——Haello! The door
knocker., by Jove! It is the Chinks
calling again to bid for the house.
Remember, Mrs. Lasswade, £1.000 and
cash down before you let them cross
the threshold. Good luek to lit-
tle woman., and all the. ess In
the world. Come along.
chap. Back door, my lad—step lively!
I'm anxious to see those wild roses
before the sun goes down.”
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